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VISUAL ARTVOLUME 11 ● ISSUE 1
Literary Magazine
Letter from the Editor
Welcome to our Fall issue of Pathos Literary Magazine! 
Pathos is completely student-run and features exclusively 
student work making it the only PSU publication that directly 
serves our booming creative community on campus. We have 
been very fortunate to read the exciting and diverse submi-
ssion pool this term. First and foremost, I would like to thank 
all of our contributors this term. This issue is full of gorgeous, 
heart-wrenching, and honest works and I’m very excited to 
finally be able to share it with you all! And second of all, I’d 
like to thank the Pathos staff—Tyler, Juliana, and Hayley—for 
all of their input and help in making this magazine tangible 
and accessible to our community.
It’s been a crazy Fall, hasn’t it? This issue of Pathos in many ways 
responds to the whirlwind of a season this Fall has been. As a 
reflection of the minds and creativities of the student body 
here at PSU, the works you are about to encounter in this 
issue are an amazing representation of what it means to be a 
student, what it means to explore, to touch, to fight, to run, 
to struggle, to love, to hate, and everything in between. I am 
certain that you will find these works to be as precious and 
gripping as I do!
As a student and past contributor to Pathos, I know how great 
it can feel to finally see your name in print. I hope that Pathos 
can continue to foster confidence in our featured artists by 
being in our publication. I do urge all of you reading Pathos 
today to submit your work to our upcoming Winter issue. 
And without further adieu, we present to you the Fall 2016 
issue of Pathos Literary Magazine. 
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Lips like Kerouac’s that
herald a soft voice
and challenge the myth of manhood
and lie of angels and bums
and tell poetry in the dark
and brush a thousand bottlenecks
and kiss as sweetly
along thigh
up belly chest neck
until they meet lips like mine
We’re running through green forest again
It is time to water our plants
Earth’s rich gems are thirsty for salvation
Liberation only we can provide
We’re running along indigo ocean again
Waves free-flowing sapphires, 
free from form
We too can be free from form but
don’t take colors for granted he whispered
We’re running through green forest again
Ecstasy is found only deep in forest
where no eyes shine doubt upon the soul
Lips Like Kerouac
Philip Edward King
Water
Juliana Tattoli
POETRY
a sharp note she was, she was staccato
striking and brighter than the rest of us;
smooth and soft she was, she was legato
calm and composed in everything she does.
her kiss, articulate; beauty in her touch
need not for words, no need for cantata;
if i were the keys, she moved me like such
how sweet the sound, her love-a sonata.
from pianissimo to the strong forte,
she struck me like a crescendo’s uproar;
captivating me more than I can say,
she was more than a simple music score.
unpredictable, a cadenza she was:
she was music to me and all that i loved.
we first fell in love
when the leaves began to fall
we fell endlessly
sonata
Christine Nguyen
forever
Christine Nguyen
POETRY
It isn’t made like that anymore,
all neckline plunge, in-time white linen,
so slim a fiction as blessing cribs,
and one that could never handle a
crossing of hand wounds tender
for lacing logic of cross town traffic
lights your shoulder with broken beads,
darkened metro rail ticket offices,
you flutter between, dancer’s
grace on way from library stacks
to the pity swirl of paper lace
and chewed pen caps that stain
your face a rose gold shade,
pallid mourning magic through
dawn spaces you treed kindling
brought down from grassy hills
to city centres and sold at the
penny-pound (all I could afford)
straining acceptance of
this single twine space where we
meet as revolutionaries,
leave as shoeshine specters.
Red As Rosa
Carter Vance
Gilded on the Breeze
Kammie Sumpter
I picked a flower that never wilted,
a breath revived it every day, upon that golden 
breeze, it was gilded. 
With that supple wind, it swayed and tilted, a 
deeply-rooted freedom display.
I picked this flower, and no—it never wilted. 
Though dancing as the wind willed it, it 
remembered its sunny stay, so upon the gentle 
breeze, it was gilded. 
Though often that daring wind chilled it, its 
warmth arrived without delay.
I picked that flower, and it never wilted. 
But that flower, its innocent petals lilted, they 
withered and shriveled, succumbed to decay, 
upon the somber breeze, it was gilded. 
With frailty, its stature was quilted, With 
fleeting, it slipped away.
That flower I picked, it wilted.
My breath, the breeze, my heart, were guilted. 
POETRY
What if pumpkins
   grew from trees?
Imagine,
walking through the Park Blocks
Boyd’s Coffee in hand,
red and blue plaid scarf
fluttering in the October wind as you stroll -
and then suddenly they start
falling...
One pumpkin.  Two.  Three.
Two pounds.  Seven.  Thirty.
Imagine;
The horror of Fall
If pumpkins grew from trees.
If Pumpkins Grew from Trees
Jocelyn White
he lay on the shower floor 
where water -
Vincenzo Millione
POETRY
he lay on the shower floor where water 
scolds his skin; reddening epidermis!
an apt punishment which he does permiss. 
as he meekly turned the dial hotter, 
he overstayed welcome, like a squatter. 
it is the cold of the winter that he miss,
the impartial bite of frost brings him bliss. 
death floats on by, and his soul will shatter. 
steam rises as he lay there, all molding 
and becoming one with the silicon. 
sullied and emaciated and gone,
and yet baited breath no one is holding; 
he’s free from anyone’s memorandum, he 
will be lost to the great depths of time.
In search, I proceed
with an awkward tenacity
to the peaks of mountains
of soil
of brick
in concrete understanding
that I will be late again today
 
Allahu akbar 
He hums through pursed lips
Nose and hands
Kiss wired rugs
Lifted up, his gaze projects
upon ceilings
Shoulders rolling side to side
Contentment rushes over his face
 
A sense of relief
The ultimate nirvana 
Heaven?
The potential of it all
Capturing light and brilliance
in exchange for such 
burdening pathological
states of mine 
And I,
a human free of congregational 
chains
I claim to be so
l i b e r a t e d
with the ability to transcend
beyond constricting commandments
Yet when I rise
I hit the ceiling 
With dedication
I approach cliffs and
rooftop railings
Flirtatiously dipping my foot off
the edge of both
If I cannot fly
then who will save me? 
Hello God,
I know it has been a while but
POETRY
A Man
Thythy
I crossed the street in front of my house one time and 
didn’t even know it. Liquor was on sale that day. The 
produce boy gave me boxes and advice. He gave me 
his number and I gave it to the recycling bin. Someone 
told me I look good in hats. I said thanks after my 
fourth cocktail. You can’t even taste the alcohol in that 
shit. One thing I would recommend is to always be 
discreet. People can tell when you’ve been vomiting in 
the bathroom. I relentlessly heckled an old man singing 
at karaoke night. It was Valentine’s Day and I was third 
wheeling. He stopped during the middle of his song 
and sat down. I might have humiliated him. I didn’t 
feel that bad though. At least that’s what I tell myself. 
Am I to blame though? You really can’t botch a Taylor 
Swift song like that.
POETRY
What’s the strangest thing 
you’ve ever felt?
Piper Livingston
PROSE
There we stood, children. Our feet were plant-ed firmly together, our backs straight and tall and our right hands are placed directly over our 
hearts. We are told to not make any noise, not a single 
sound, because it is considered disrespectful, so we are 
silent. My eyes would wonder around the room, making 
sure to pass over each face that is present in that class-
room. I attended a public elementary school in Chi-
cago, Illinois, so there is a sea of diversity surrounding 
me, a so-called “rainbow of faces.” We are a tiny United 
Nations right there in that social studies classroom. Di-
versity has been all that I have ever known. 
My eyes landed on the colossal American flag hoist-
ed behind my teacher’s desk. I would always make sure 
to count both the stars and the stripes, not skipping a 
single one, and I would count them a second time as 
the minutes began to stretch. Finally, the principal, an 
authoritarian named Dr. Hersh, finishes her announce-
ments and there’s a moment of silence, a pause. After a 
short introduction about our next spokesperson, a child 
begins to recite the pledge over the loudspeaker. It is 
always a child, anywhere from six to fourteen years old. 
It’s a big deal to recite such an important declaration so 
very early in the morning. The student was also always 
a teacher’s favorite, a teacher’s pet if you will. I was 
never chosen.  
We began to recite along with the student. We 
pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of 
America, and to the republic for which it stands, one 
nation under God, indivisible with liberty and justice 
for all. The child states that we may now take our seats, 
and we do, breathing a sigh of relief under our breath, 
because our little legs are tired. The classroom disrupts 
in noise, loud conversations carrying across the room. 
The school week has officially begun. Every Monday 
began the same way: we would stand, listen to the an-
nouncements and then pledge allegiance to our country. 
No one in my class ever questioned why we did this 
and I don’t know if any of us ever thought about it. It 
was just something that we did. We stood, proudly and 
silently, with one hand over our heart and a baseball 
cap in the other. As children, we were taught to be 
proud of the ground that we were standing on, and yet, 
no one acknowledged why we should be. And for many 
of us, myself included, having grown up in America 
and now living as an adult in one of these vast 50 states, 
the message is still a little hazy.
I was born on January 13th, 1994, on a Thursday 
afternoon at 12:25pm, in Gary, Indiana. I am a natural 
born citizen and you can bet your ass that I make sure 
to check that box on all government forms, especially 
those that factor in the financial aid that I’ll be receiv-
ing at my university. I wore my American citizenship 
proudly, just like most citizens tend to do. My rela-
tionship towards my country tended to be one where 
I could say whatever I wanted about my country, tis 
of thee, but if someone else was to judge her harshly, 
my claws would sharpen along with my tongue. Sure, 
America had some problems but so did my family and 
I loved them just the same. Our pride got in the way. 
America is a country founded on pride and my K-12 
years taught me that with our curriculum. We the 
people don’t talk about America in any way that’s un-
flattering. My teachers, bless their patriotic heart, made 
sure to skim over anything negative and to only gloat 
about what made our country so remarkable. Slavery 
became a thing that happened a long time ago. Har-
riet Tubman and her Underground Railroad became a 
stop on the route to something greater. Slavery was in 
the past, the moon landing, however, was the present. 
The senseless killing of the Native Americans failed to 
appear in our textbooks. Instead, we made handprint 
turkeys on construction paper and discussed what 
our families were having for our own Thanksgivings. 
Interment camps were never mentioned but you can 
bet your La Santa Maria that Columbus was. Colum-
She loves me,
She loves me not
Katherine D. Morgan
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bus was our modern-day hero of our great country 
although no one ever offered an explanation to how he 
was credited with discovering a country even though 
Native Americans were already inhabiting it. These are 
the stories that we are taught. Black history, my history, 
was pushed back to February for a month-long period. 
Women history, also mine, was pushed back to March. 
It’s just how we were taught.
So, we sat there, children. Restless, patient children, 
our feet barely able to reach the floor. I sat through 
countless stories about the White Savior, those who 
came into other countries, bringing disease, destruction 
and their religion, but who became known as having 
left these now war-ravaged countries like, as Dan Sav-
age says, a camp site—better than they had left it. 
I was eight years old and in the second grade when 
the planes hit. I was sitting in class when the second 
plane hit the South Tower at 9:03am or 8:03 Chicago 
time. A teacher from down the hall came in to notify 
my teacher, Ms. Davis, and although no one told us 
students what had happened, we could tell that Ms. 
Davis was shaken up. Some students were pulled out 
of class, their parents waiting downstairs in the front 
office for them. The students would pick up their jack-
ets and gather all their supplies and stroll out into the 
long hallway, not registering that the United States of 
America was already a different country than yesterday. 
There was no adult to escort them downstairs. I could 
hear the student’s brand-new shoes squeaking on the 
newly polished floors as they headed into the Great 
Unknown. It was a frightening time to be a child.
My mother, an employee at the Chicago Stock 
Exchange at the time, was sent home early because 
her company wanted to keep their employees safe. I 
wasn’t called out of class so there I sat, doing my best 
to focus even though I’m curious about what’s going 
on out there. I stayed in my seat until the final bell 
rang, racing down the same stairs that I had raced up 
that morning. My grandmother was waiting for me 
like always. She took my hand and we set out on the 
short journey home. My grandmother was unusually 
quiet, which I thought was odd since usually, she never 
stopped talking. I didn’t yet understand the severity of 
the situation, and when we got home, my grandmother 
sent me to my room as she and my mother watched the 
news later that day. I didn’t know what had exactly hap-
pened until I got older and watched the videos of the 
planes crashing, and the people running and screaming, 
covered in ash. I didn’t exactly know what had exactly 
happened until I heard the calls of people to their loved 
ones, telling them that that they were trapped and 
scared but to tell their kids that they’ll do their best 
to make it out. The phone would then cut out and the 
person on the other line would continually ask if Mark/
Honey/Lisa/Baby/Josh/Pudding was still there. I didn’t 
know until I was older and for that, I thank my parents. 
They knew best. 
As I grew older, I cried along with the rest of my 
country. We all grieved together. I ached for this 
country, my country. For us kids, the only thing that 
changed for me was that if September 11th fell on a 
school day, we could wear any article of clothing that 
featured the American flag or the colors red, white and 
blue. We would stand for the pledge, even if it wasn’t 
a Monday. Afterwards, there would be no child telling 
us to take our seats and instead, we listened to a man 
singing about how he was proud to be an American, 
where at least he knew he was free. I always hummed 
along because I just liked the song and secretly looked 
forward to hear it over the loudspeaker every year. This 
was the America that I would grow up in.
My first experiences with racism were few and far 
in-between. In the second grade, a boy that I had a 
crush on and I traded insults across the playground. I 
called him a cracker and he retaliated with the word 
“nigger” said in a sharp child’s tone. I had never heard 
that word before but I knew that it wasn’t something 
that one would like to be called, thanks to the sharp 
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inhales of my classmates. We continued whispering our 
insults throughout the hallways and in the classroom 
and in the library, where a few months later, the same 
boy would give me my first kiss behind the bookshelf. 
When my teacher finds out what we’ve been saying, 
she is horrified and sends us both down to the office. 
We get in trouble and that’s the end of that. The second 
time, I’m waiting at a stoplight and a man on a motor-
cycle calls the driver ahead of him a nigger. I hesitate, 
wondering if I heard him correctly. His cackle once the 
light turns green confirms my hearing and I am embar-
rassed. I walk to school with my head down. 
The third time, I was chatting with a boy over the 
website Omegle and he asked me for a photo. I sent 
him one and he writes in all caps “UGLY NIGGER” 
and he signs off immediately. I stare at our chatlog and 
my heart breaks. I text my best friend and ask her if I’m 
ugly because I’m black and I sit there waiting for her 
reply. She states that she never thought that I was ugly 
to begin with. She doesn’t fully understand the question 
and in all honesty, I was sort of glad that she hadn’t. 
The fourth time was when the same best friend and I 
were walking to the roller rink in my town. We were 
waiting at the stoplight when a Jeep sped by and two 
white redneck boys lean out and shout “NIGGER!” 
They laugh their asses off and leave us in a cloud of 
dust. My best friend turns to me horrified and she asks 
if I’m okay. I stare straight ahead, focusing on the lights 
and I tell her that I’m used to it. And I was. 
When I was in the eighth grade, I came home to my 
mother staring at the television, tears streaming down 
her face. She is happy because a Black man had just 
been elected president. She calls my grandmother, who 
by this time lives in Michigan; we live in Washing-
ton now, in a little town named Richland, population 
extremely white. They are now both crying because they 
never imagined that they would see this day. I stand 
there and I stare at the screen with her and then they 
show the video of the First Family and they’re so beau-
tiful and they’re Black just like my family and I cry too. 
I had never seen someone like me in that state of power 
and I was so proud. President Obama grew up with a 
single mother and so had I! He was the embodiment 
of American Dream and that meant that I could be 
too. I was a young Black woman, living in a two-bed-
room apartment with my single mother and sister. 
We would soon lose that apartment and be forced to 
leave it so we do. White eviction notices cover the next 
few apartments that we live in. My sister and I learn 
quickly to not get comfortable; decorations never get 
the chance to go on walls and clothes sometimes don’t 
make it out of suitcases. However, as I write this essay, 
I’m attending a four-year university and while I worry 
about how I will be able to pay for it, I smile when I 
think about how I got this far. I am the embodiment 
of the American Dream, or at least, that’s what I want 
to believe. Others believe that I’m the embodiment of 
affirmative action. 
I learn quickly to not read the comments on pictures 
of President Obama or of his family. The word “nigger” 
is thrown around too frequently and there are occa-
sional mentions of nooses and of apes and some find 
it funny and some find it horrendous but the one that 
posted it somehow “never meant for their comment to 
be considered racist”. I learn quickly that racism only 
seems subjective to white people. One of my coworkers 
doesn’t understand why blackface is offensive. One of 
my friends doesn’t understand why it isn’t appropriate 
for her to just reach up and grab my hair. Another 
friend doesn’t know that I dislike being called “the 
whitest Black girl he ever met” because there’s no such 
damn thing. My interest are my interests. They are no 
interests that have been determined by color. There’s no 
such damn thing. 
People declare racism over; wait, I should correct 
myself: white people declare racism over (thanks 
Obama) but Black people look at each other in public 
spaces and we roll our eyes. We tell them that racism 
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isn’t over and that in fact, it’s just now coming to a 
head. They ignore our pleas and tell us to be grateful 
because we got a Black president and frankly, isn’t 
that enough?
I proudly proclaim that Black lives matter and that 
I’m a feminist and my white boyfriend’s father calls 
him up to ask if I’m going to be “too much woman for 
him.” We both get a kick of that. I’ve never been too 
much woman for someone. I suppose that his stepfa-
ther would like it if I didn’t make such blanket state-
ments like that. Maybe he would like it if I was quieter 
and politer and if my laughter didn’t occupy space just 
like my body did. I can’t know for sure but I can detect 
it in his demeanor whenever he talks to his son about 
me. It’s there, under the surface, getting ready to bubble 
to the surface. 
During my first year at Portland State, I watched 
the president election of Donald Trump. I had voted 
for Hillary Clinton; well, I had first voted for Bernie 
Sanders but when that fell through, I wrote Hillary’s 
name on the ballot. We the people considered this a 
sure win for her. She had experience! He had a reality 
television show! She had poise! He had a megaphone! 
She was confident! He was more confident! I was at 
work, watching as the results rolled in and for the first 
time, I was scared. And as the night went on, I became 
more scared. By the time the election had been called, I 
was heartbroken and so were the females sitting beside 
me. I walked home and I cried. I thought about my 
best friend, whose moms I witnessed getting married. 
I thought about my other best friend, whose parents 
are undocumented immigrants but have lived here for 
over 25 years. I thought of my trans friends and of my 
gay friends and of my Muslim friends and I cried even 
harder. And then I thought about myself. 
When all the votes were decided, it was noted that 
most white people (men and women) voted for Trump. 
They liked that he spoke his mind, no matter how racist 
the views on it were. They liked that he was a new-
comer who had absolutely no government experience 
under his belt. Most importantly, they liked that he 
wasn’t Hillary. I was appalled. I was hurt. I was crushed. 
The best way that I described it to my friend was that I 
felt as though my country had stabbed me right in the 
back, which was surprising because as a Black person, 
I expected to be shot instead. I continued to weep and 
to think about how there were so many people in this 
country who had decided that I wasn’t worth a damn. 
There were so many people who thought that Trump 
was right and that he was speaking from his heart. I 
read so many posts by white people asking us to get 
over it because “we survived Obama so you can sur-
vive Trump.” That’s not how democracy is supposed to 
work. I’m not supposed to just survive. My friends beg 
me to not let their decisions change my view of them 
but it already has. I am a Black woman who can barely 
make ends meet sometimes. I use services provided 
at Planned Parenthood. I am a student at a university 
that is costly and that is way out of my price range. I 
thought that I was the American Dream.
In the end, I recognized two things: one: my citi-
zenship will get me far but my black skin won’t and 
that two: this country that I’ve pledged my allegiance 
to since birth, this country that I was born and raised 
in, this country that I naively thought of as my coun-
try never gave a damn about me, and I’m afraid that 
it never will. So there I stand, an adult, with my hand 
over my heart and tears in my eyes and I am asked to 
be proud for my country and I am not. I am ashamed. 
I am hurt. I feel wronged.  I am an American, sure, but 
this is not my America. It never has been and that has 
been my third realization.
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My name is somewhere in the water, floating between the Atlantic and Caribbean. The last survivor. The only survivor. My name is 
two syllables, six letters, and too many years of lost love. 
Her blue eyes don’t shine the same way, his honeyed 
skin less sweet. My name is a lifeboat, a reason dressed 
in skin. My name is the silver shadows dancing on hur-
ricane waves, a type of Atlantis my parents stumbled 
upon unprepared. 
“Sidney”, they both say, and I imagine something 
young. Pre-war. Something like the fuse of sweet milk 
and black coffee- swirling, enveloping, drinking each 
other up before they drown each other out. My name 
is a white flag. Two vowels stand on either side like 
guards, protecting the bridge that no one dares to 
cross. I have his eyes; the ones that people call “dark”, 
“endless”, the ones that I prefer were green. Her smile 
creeps onto my face sometimes, when my dimples pa-
rade like kidney beans under the apples of my cheeks. 
My name is home. It is the collection of stitches that 
connect my accented tongue with simple language. 
The syllables rise and fall and maybe if my name were 
different, I’d be fluent. 
My name is post war. My name is dull in the mouth 
but fire to the mind, because it holds the revolution 
in the palm of its hand. “Sidney”, they chant and 
the waves crash like they did back in 2004 when she 
giggled instead of cried because natural disasters were 
just adventures to her. “Sidney”, they call. It was just a 
name that she answered to out of habit. “Sidney”, they 
whisper. Six letters and two syllables holding some-
thing like magic – the dried out flame that ignited a 
never-ending wildfire. 
Six Letters, Two Syllables
Alexandra Gomez
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Don had led Garret out into the dining room in a somber way. He was told nothing and his dad sat with his hands crossed with the tiny 
blue box in front of him on the dining room table. 
“Son, you are getting older and I have something very 
important to show you.” He pushed the box forward 
slightly. “This has been in the family for a few genera-
tions now. It belonged to your great-great grandfather. 
He passed it to his son, and him to my father. One day 
it will be yours. Your birthright. It’s our most precious 
family heirloom.” He nodded. “Open it.” 
The tension of the moment was exhilarating. It was 
like he was being given the family’s holy sword to 
wield in battle. Garret opened the box, revealing a tiny 
flea dressed like a sailor. It had been fitted with a mi-
croscopic sailor’s garb, complete with a hat and a red 
handkerchief. Don couldn’t hold in the laughter after 
that. “It’s the family flea.” Chuckles flew from Don left 
and right and he slapped his knee. At first Garret had 
to process the flea. The what-the-fuckery of the situ-
ation ticked away in his brain until finally, DING, he 
understood. A joke. At which point he joined in with 
his dad in laughter.
Now they sat in silence. The only sound between the 
two of them was the humming of the car’s engine. His 
dad put on the turn signal and pulled off the highway. 
They had arrived at their destination. “Fourth time’s a 
charm,” Don grumbled as he took the key out of the 
ignition. Garret exited the car and caught a glance at 
the fading neon sign that read “Pawn Shop” before fol-
lowing Don inside. The surveillance camera stared at 
them judgingly. He held the tiny box tight in his hand. 
Don approached the front desk and began chatting 
with the clerk; meanwhile Garret perused the shelves. 
He found a first generation PlayStation for five dol-
lars. Five! He picked it up and recalled how he and 
Don used to play one of these together when he was a 
child. That made fun father memory number two so far 
on this trip. All from when he was little. Garret won-
dered just where exactly Don had dropped the ball.
When Garret turned eleven maybe? All those sales trips 
to who-knows-where for far too long each time. He’d re-
turn and Garret would be a different person. Back then 
all he wanted to do was spend some time with Don, 
now— “Garret bring the flea up here!”—he wished that 
he was back home watching Survivor with Mom. 
Garret carefully placed the flea box on the counter and 
the clerk removed the top to display the miniature sea-
farer. The clerk snickered quietly to himself at first but 
after a few seconds he graduated to a full-on fit com-
plete with pounding the countertop with his fist. “I’ll 
give you three dollars for it.”
“Three dollars!?” Don said. “Look this thing was from 
one of those old flea circuses, we got it appraised a few 
years ago. It’s worth at least two thousand, and I’m not 
walking away from it with less than one and a half.” 
He scoffed. “Nah nah nah, five dollars.”
“Let me reason with you here,” Don continued. “I’m 
sure you get sob stories all the time but believe me I 
could really use your help here. My father just passed 
away after years of assisted living. It drained his savings, 
there is no inheritance. We got nothing to pay for the 
memorial services, my sisters are no help, they want me 
to put together this slideshow and…well without get-
ting too much into it I just need a grand or so—so that 
we can do something.”
“Can’t do it, the owner would kill me for paying that 
much for that.”
“Fuck you then. Come on Garret, we’re leaving.” 
Despite how each rejection prolonged Garret’s abil-
ity to go home, he felt slight pleasure each time. It was 
like proving his dad wrong for how estranged things 
had become between them. As if to say, “Hah! See! 
That’s what you get for awkwardly sitting in my bed-
room while I am doing stuff!” Garret quickly scooped 
up the box and followed Don out.
By now night had fallen, and Garret volunteered to 
drive to the next pawn shop while Don navigated. As 
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a fresh 15-year-old his learner’s permit granted him ac-
cess to the wheel. Don held the flea box in one hand and 
Garret’s cell phone in the other. He rubbed his forehead 
trying to figure out the navigation app. 
Garret felt elated to be driving. He felt like he was 
all grown up and had been brought into the fold. That 
finally he was being utilized to help with the family af-
fairs. So what if mom had forced him to accompany his 
father? He was doing his part after all. All Don did was 
yell at him in pawn shops and occasionally jump in re-
action to Garret’s driving. Which Garret hated; it was 
like each mini panic attack was a jab at Garret’s abili-
ty to drive. 
“You remember the handkerchief ?” Garret said. 
“Should I?”
“From when Grandma died?”
Don looked at him with raised eyebrows. 
“He came up to me and gave me a purple hand-
kerchief, and was all ‘I was trying to find something 
that a young boy might like that belonged to her, so I 
found this.’”
“Oh?”
“Yeah, like she didn’t leave anything for me specifi-
cally, but Grandpa gave me the handkerchief anyways. 
I thought maybe he just didn’t want it. Like I was an 
easy target to pass on old junk to. I never asked any of 
the cousins if they got weird things though.”
“That’s funny.”
Garret paused. “Well I lost it.”
There were no other cars on the highway but up 
ahead Garret could see a shadowy figure of some sort. 
“Don’t hit that deer,” Don said.
“I’m not going to hit the deer, Dad.” The headlights 
shined upon the creature who looked straight at them 
and jumped forward. “See, it hopped out of the way.” 
“Okay just don’t hit it.” The deer then pranced back-
wards. A single mighty bound in reverse. It planted its 
hooves firmly back on the pavement and then looked 
directly into Garret’s eyes.
“What the hell? Why is the deer just standing 
there?” Garret said.
“They have a whole saying about it son, the deer in 
the headlights look. Slow down and wait till it moves.”
“No it’ll move.” Just as Garrett uttered the “it’ll” por-
tion of his prediction a magnificent BOOM thundered 
against the front of the car. The collision felt heavy, as if 
the deer had been constructed of lead. The loudness of 
the impact startled Garrett. His heart beat rapidly and 
his face flushed. The deer flew sideways and landed on 
the pavement. 
It struggled to pick itself up and its head just dan-
gled as if it were separate from the body. Each bony 
leg trembled but finally managed to lift the weight. 
“Fuck you,” the deer said before dragging itself toward 
the tree line.
Garret sat dumbfounded at the wheel. “Did that deer 
just say ‘fuck you?’” 
“Yeah you pissed it off! I told you slow down and let it 
pass! Criminy Christ! The front of the car is probably ru-
ined. Why didn’t you listen to me?” Don exited the car 
and examined the damage. He ran his hands through his 
hair and rubbed his chin. “Welp!” he said while throwing 
his arms up. “Let’s go kill it then!”
 Garrett flung himself out of the car. “Wait, why kill 
it? Why not try to save it!?”
“You don’t save a deer that you hit, you run it over a 
second time to make sure it’s dead!”
“What!?”
“Yeah, it’ll just be in agonizing pain for who knows 
how long, and that just isn’t right.” Don paused. 
“There’s also a part of me that’s angry at the deer for 
insulting us like that, but you kind of had it coming.”
Don had made his way into the woods, but not be-
fore yelling at Garrett to pull the car over so it wouldn’t 
get hit by oncoming traffic. When they found the deer 
it had propped its head up on a log. Its scream was ter-
rifying, “AHHHHHH,” it cried.
 “How do we do it?” Garret asked. 
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“AHHHHHHH!”
“I don’t know,” Don replied. “Try kicking it?”
“This feels cruel Dad; can’t we just leave it to die?”
“AHHHHHHHH!”
“No, that’s even more cruel.”
Garret rubbed his temples.
“This is your show son,” Don said. “You’re the one 
who hit it.”
“Okay,” Garrett nodded. “Okay,” he said again. “May-
be we start digging a grave. By the time we’ve dug a hole 
large enough for the deer we will have either thought of 
some kind of solution, or the deer dies naturally and we 
bury it.”
Don sighed and rolled up his sleeves. “Fine.”
Together they scraped dirt out of the ground, using 
their hands. Garret likened it to digging in the sand at 
the beach. Except there was no sand castle being drafted 
in the process, and the deer continued to scream horrif-
ically on the log for the entirety of the dig. The soil was 
loose on the top and comprised mostly of twigs and pine 
needles. As they dug deeper the dirt was harder to bur-
row. Garrett found a small rock which he used as a shov-
el. “Criminy!” the deer said. Don later got a rock of his 
own, to which the deer followed up with “Christ!” In 
about an hour and a half they had dug a large enough 
sized grave and Garret noted two glaring issues: they had 
neither thought of a good way to put the deer out of its 
misery nor had the deer died from its injuries. 
Don suggested they could at least move the deer into 
the grave while they continued to think. Afterwards 
Garrett figured they could cover just half the body with 
dirt so that they would be halfway done burying by the 
time an idea was thought of. Then the second half of 
the body was covered due to the same logic. Finally, it 
was just a head sticking out of the ground crying out in 
agony while Garret and Don scratched their heads. 
“I wish it would just die already,” Garret said. “Is that 
shitty of me to wish for?”
“No. Nononono. Felt the same way about Dad.”
“Grandpa was in pain that whole time?” Garret asked.
“The man couldn’t even talk, couldn’t do anything 
without help, couldn’t even decide what to do if he even 
knew what he wanted to do. That’s no way to live.”
The deer took one look at Don and said, “Fine.”
Don dropped himself onto the ground and sat. He 
sighed and looked the deer in the eyes. He remind-
ed Garret of a child. Like he had been told that he 
couldn’t watch TV or that there was no dessert after 
dinner. Garret wanted to give him a pat on the back 
but his hand only hovered. He couldn’t quite touch 
him. Instead he placed his hand on the deer’s snout and 
held it tight. Garret clamped the deer’s mouth closed 
and placed his other hand over the deer’s nose. The deer 
shook its head and convulsed beneath the ground—
as much as its body could still move at least. Garret 
closed his eyes and waited until he didn’t feel any 
more movement. 
As he let go the deer’s head fell limp. A solitary 
deceased head growing from the Earth. If one didn’t 
know any better, they might think that they had 
come across a decapitation in the forest rather than a 
botched gravesite. 
They retreated back to the mangled car and contin-
ued their drive to the next pawn shop. The car made a 
few angry puts as it started up but seemed to run al-
right. Don drove just to be safe, and Garret let him. 
They did not converse for the duration of the ride, 
with one exception. Within the first five minutes Don 
began to speak, he said “It’s… yeah.” And that was it. 
He needn’t have added anything else, and Garret said 
nothing in response. 
The deer’s gasping broken head buried in the ground 
was burned into his memory. 
They pulled up at the next pawn shop at 3:00 AM. 
The lights of the shop were off, as were the neon signs 
that littered the front window. All they could do was 
press their faces against the glass and squint. 
“Hot damn!” Don said. He slapped his knee and gave 
PROSE
Garret a hard pat on the back. “Look!”
Garret took a close look. Within the shadows Gar-
ret could see a table laid out with a small display on it. 
A circus tent backdrop with hoops, ladders, and a small 
trapeze set up in front. Garret couldn’t be sure, but it 
seemed incredibly likely that if the lights were on they 
would be able to see several flea-sized black dots litter-
ing the small circus grounds. “Is that a…” Garret began 
to say. “Do you think they’ll accept a sailor?”
“Hell yeah I do! Hand me the flea.”
Garret, in over exaggerated movements, patted his 
pockets. “I don’t have it. You had it last.”
“No. I drove, so you would have held onto it.”
“Well you didn’t hand it to me after we got back into 
the car.” 
Don swung his arms upwards and turned away from 
Garret. “You lost it?” He faced him again. “Your birthright?” 
“It was your birthright too!”
Don checked the passenger seat over and under and 
grunted to himself. He kicked one of the front tires and 
rested his forehead on the disfigured hood of the car. 
“Let’s go home. Your mother is probably wondering 
what took us so long.” 
“What? You’d give up that quick? What if we bur-
ied it with the deer or something? We could look some 
more if you want. What about paying for the funeral?”
Don sat dejectedly in the passenger seat with his legs 
hanging out of the car. He rubbed his knees and began 
taking slow controlled breaths. “We buried a deer for 
free. We can find a way to bury my dad.” Don clutched 
the pocket on his shirt. “It’s just a flea.”
“No its not,” Garret said. He paused. Garret 
placed both of his hands into the front pocket of his 
hoody and clutched the tiny box. “It’s a sailor too.” 
Garret smiled.
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When Lana Griffin asked for a ride that dreary night I thought she was joking.Decked out in a steampunk pirate’s 
get-up, she looked much prettier and tougher than 
usual. I was looking lame in my Big Foot costume 
as I cruised the main street in my dad’s Subaru, but 
that didn’t stop Lana from stepping out into the road 
and flagging me down. The streetlight raised a halo 
around the undergraduate goddess. I tapped the brakes 
uneasily. When the car stopped I rolled down the 
passenger window with a knotted gut. I turned the 
radio off to say hello.
“I need a ride, my dumbass friend ditched me,” she 
stated boredly as she leaned into the window, “please?”
“Where to?” I asked. My voice came out thick and 
muffled. I took off the fuzzy ten dollar mask and 
repeated myself in case she hadn’t heard, “Where are 
we, I mean, you going?”
“Oh, I know you,” she cracked her gum while 
adjusting her corset, “same capstone? Brian?”
I lowered my eyes, “Actually, it’s Ryan. And yeah.”
“Well, Ryan, I need a ride.” And with that she spit her 
gum out as she opened the door, slid in, and slammed 
the door shut. Her hazel eyes scanned my shadowed 
figure. “Are you supposed to be a gorilla-bear?”
I started up the car and eased back onto the road. 
“Big Foot, but a gorilla-bear hybrid is pretty close to...
what he is.”
She straightened as if a huge switch in her head 
had been flipped, “wait... you’re Ryan!” I coughed 
awkwardly, “I kinda just said that a few minutes ago. 
Thanks for not listening.”
“Wow, I’m i n a car with RYAN Peterson. This is 
just  great.”
“First off, my last name is Ritter, so I don’t even 
know how you got that mixed up.” She pushed a few 
curls away from her face, “Same difference.”
“But what’s just  great about being in a car with me?” 
I asked uncomfortably as I turned
the radio back on to eat away the awkwardness. The 
Monster Mash was being played for the fifth time. It 
was as if October 31st just couldn’t get enough out of 
being Halloween.
“It’s nothing, I know a few Ryans and the only way 
I can keep track of so many is by assigning faces to 
traits,” her laugh was unsettling as she soaked in my 
questioned. At the following red light I stole a look at 
her. I didn’t know where she wanted to go; I had just 
been cruising down Broadway. She was looking out the 
window, no doubt smiling at herself.
I’ve seen her around campus a lot, she’s a busy bee. 
On normal days her raven black hair usually fell down 
her back with delicate curls. Tonight it was braided 
to the side and held with a metallic butterfly clip that 
reminded me of a renaissance maiden. Dear god, was 
I in love with this near stranger? Perhaps it was her 
plump, pouty lips or the way she over pronounced class 
terminology to impress the professor.
“Light’s green, caveman,” she whispered only slightly 
annoyed, “and you’re taking me to Deadman’s Grove. 
It’s a lesser known part of Forest park.”
I didn’t know it at the time, but no matter how 
pretty a girl is you should never take her to a place 
called Deadman’s Grove. Maybe it’s because my dad 
hadn’t been around since I was twelve, or maybe it was 
because Lana Griffin had been visiting my dreams for 
some time now, either way, I followed her directions to 
the infamous park.
“So...what’s happening there?” I asked to fill the 
silence after five tedious minutes. “Halloween party...
the typical drunk sorority meet drunk frat thing really.”
I squirmed in the driver’s seat. My eyes scanned the 
passing buildings that soon became
less and less as I drove by the train tracks. Soon 
we were the only car on the road after what felt like 
a lifetime but in reality was only twenty-two minute. 
It was almost ten and everyone was preparing for the 
end of another fun holiday. Though for Lana and I the 
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night was just getting started.
“Sounds like trouble,” a shudder ran down my spine 
as I gripped the wheel.
“Are you scared?” She sounded so amused, I almost 
wanted to tell her.
Her words opened up my chest. They touched my 
heart and sent shivers down my spine
because Lana Griffin was talking to me. She was 
asking about me. She was in a personal space with me. 
I felt excited, like I could hop out the moving car and 
do the cabbage patch. Though somewhere in my mind 
I knew she was teasing for her own entertainment, but 
deep down, to be honest, I felt like I should have been 
scared. Maybe even terrified, because I was in the car 
with a vicious predator.
I just didn’t know it yet.
Nah
Asya Volkova
VISUAL ART
VISUAL ART
VISUAL ART
Growth
Kerstin A. La Cross
VISUAL ART
Fractured Self
Kerstin A. La Cross
You Can Do It
Thomas Clark
VISUAL ART
Growth
Kerstin A. La Croas
VISUAL ART
You Can Do It
Thomas Clark
Fractured Self
Kerstin A. La Croas
VISUAL ART
Alive Again
Erica Vollmer
VISUAL ART
VISUAL ART
Ecstasis
Philip Edward King 
VISUAL ART
You Can Do It
Thomas Clark
SAKURA CARAMEL
Jamesha Walker-Tenjinmon 
VISUAL ART
Ecstasis
Philip Edward King 
VISUAL ART
Contributors
Thomas Clark
El Perro De Zen
You Can Do It
Alexandra Gomez
Six Letters, Two Syllables
Philip Edward King
Lips Like Kerouac
Ecstasis
Kerstin A. La Croas
Growth
Fractured Self
Piper Livingston
What’s the strangest thing you’ve ever felt?
Adam McDonald
The Family Flea
Vincenzo Millione
he lay on the shower floor where water—
Katherine D. Morgan
She Loves Me, She Loves Me Not
Christine Nguyen
sonata
forever
Kammie Sumpter
Gilded on the Breeze
Juliana Tattoli
Water
Thythy
A man
Carter Vance
Red As Rosa
Asya Volkova
Nah
Erica Vollmer
Alive again
Jamesha Walker-Tenjinmon
SAKURA CARAMEL
Jocelyn White
Appetite
If Pumpkins Grew from Trees
VISUAL ART
Pathos Literary Magazine will start acc-
epting submissions for our Winter issue 
starting the first day of term, January 9th, 
and will end a month later on February 10th. 
We’re already looking forward to getting 
submissions in Submittable again and getting 
back to reading the provoking content that 
students at PSU create and submit to us. In 
order to submit, just google us, Pathos Literary 
Magazine, and your twenty-first-century 
brain should be able to tell you where to go 
from there.
Don’t forget to Like us on Facebook and 
Twitter and check out our website. We’ll 
be posting work from this issue, interesting 
literary events you can check out around 
Portland, blog posts, and you can keep up to 
date with what Pathos is up to.
@PathosLitMag
Thanks again and we look forward to 
reading your work this Winter!
Sincerely,
Pathos Literary Magazine
Pathos Literary 
Magazine is a creative 
publication through 
Portland State Uni-
versity. We are staffed 
entirely by students 
and publish exclusively 
student work in three 
issues per year.
